MOSLEM   FAMILY   LIFE
approached the kitchen, I distinctly saw the cook
helping herself most liberally to the food out of the
pot. On remonstrating with her, she indignantly
denied that she had ever tasted a morsel, until
I made her open her mouth and reveal to the
amused onlookers proof positive of her lies. Even
then she was not ashamed, but only laughed at the
idea of the " khatoun " finding her out.
A woman will bring a child to the dispensary
and swear that it is her child, all the time knowing
that the real mother is waiting outside, too ashamed
to be seen coming to the poor people's dispensary,
but not wishing to pay the usual doctor's fee. Or
some lady from a high-class hareem wiU dress in her
servant's clothes and come to the dispensary, posing
as a poor woman who cannot afford a piastre (2d.)
for her medicine!
You get so tired of always hearing lies that you
begin to feel it is no use to question people at all.
I do not wish to imply that there is no truth to be
found in Mosul; but it certainly is a rare and, when
found, precious virtue. It is a sad fact, too, that
the natives do not trust or believe each other, know-
ing that, given the opportunity, a brother will cheat
a brother or a son his father. Every one is sus-
picious of his neighbour. On the whole the people
are honest, at least with the exception of the many
trifling pilferings always to be expected amongst
the servants.
Some of them are rather fond of " eating money "
entrusted to their care. We had two or three ser-
vants who were good at this. They would come to me
every day with their accounts, receive payment for

